THE    CAMPAIGN    OF    THE    LOIRE
(or rather Guy, who wrote the letter) tell how she came
out and
"greeted me and my brother graciously, completely
armed except for her head and holding a lance in her
hand. Later, when we had dismounted in Selles, I
went to her lodging to see her. She had wine brought
and told me that we would soon be drinking in Paris.
She seemed to me a being altogether divine, to look
at and to listen to. She left this day after vespers for
Romorantin, three leagues from here, to join the forces
that are being assembled, the Marshal Boussac and a
great number of soldiers and militia with her. I saw
her dressed in plain white armour, except her head, a
little axe in her hand, approach her huge black courser
at the door of her lodging, but he shied away and
would not let her mount. Thereupon she said, 'Lead
him to the cross,' which was in front of a church in
the street. And she mounted without his moving, as
if he were bound to the spot. She then turned to the
portal of the church and said in the gentle voice of a
woman, c You, priests and churchmen, make processions
and prayers to God.' And as she departed she cried,
'Forward/ her standard furled in the hand of a graceful
page, her little axe in her own. . . ."
There is something so eternally, delightfully boyish in
the letter that another paragraph of it is worth repeating:
"To-day (June 8th) my Lord of Alengon, the Bastard
of Orleans and Gaucourt are going to join the Maid.
You have sent I don't know what letter to my cousin
Tremoille and to the Lord of Treves, which has induced
the king to keep us with him until the Maid has com-
pleted her attack on the English in the places round
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